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Strike Hammer 
Part One 
By Lucien Soulban 


Troy Blankenship breathed slowly -- his nerves 
chattered and his heart stomped against his chest. 
With sandy blond hair, Troy looked better suited 
for clubbing than a military action. 

All around him, a sea of costumed reds and 
whites filled the streets and mini-parks around the 
Steel Canyon gate; row upon row of Longbows' fin- 
est agents organized into loose phalanxes beneath 
the grey skies and skyscrapers of Siren’s Call. 

The air buzzed with anxious whispers and hard- 
ware. Agents waited while supply officers furnished 
them with grenades and clips. Flamethrower units 
tested their tank’s mix of volatile cocktails; minigun 
operators loaded ammo belts into their chain-guns 
and checked their riggings. 

“Makes you wish you had more firepower, eh?” 
Michelle said, smiling. 

Troy nodded to the black-haired woman, briefly 
admiring the way her costume stroked her waist 
and the row of red stars spilled down her legs. He 
checked the slide on his semi-automatic and hol- 
stered his weapon. 

“Don’t sweat it,” she said. “You'll do fine.” Mi- 

chelle tugged on his rigging, ensuring he'd secured 
it properly. “If you're hurt, the mediport transpon- 
ders will blip you back to the field hospital.” 
Troy nodded. Even though the medical transport 
beacons couldn’t reach the Rogue Isles, Freedom 
Phalanx’s Citadel had hacked Arachnos’ mediport 
network, 

“I know,” Troy said. “With our system, we can 
redirect their signals... us to the hospital and in- 
jured villains into the Zig.” 

“How'd you know that?” Michelle asked, laugh- 
ing. “They briefed me this morning and I sure as 
hell outrank you.” : 

“Not exactly the best kept secret, Captain,” Troy 
responded. “But I’m more worried about Arachnos 
uncovering the hack.” 

“Trl be too late by then,” Michelle said before 
swallowing her own smile. 

Troy followed her gaze; the Longbow Wardens 
moved through the ranks, patting operatives on the 
shoulders and stopping long enough to give their 
troops a pep talk. 

“Guess the briefing’s over,” Troy said. 

“Guess so.” 

The various units gathered around their Long- 
bow Wardens. Troy and Michelle headed for War- 
den Tyron, a commander with square features and 
a buzz-cut afro. 


“Okay, listen up,” Warden Tryon said. “Freedom 
Phalanx is leading the charge. All platoons under 
D Company will accompany Synapse to Charlie 
Point.” 


“How the hell we supposed to accompany Syn- 
apse?” Michelle said. “We're speed bumps to him.” 

“Dont try following him. Just secure the beach- 
head... like the simulations. The Freedom Phalanx 
and Agents will act as skirmish units, engaging the 
villains and pulling them off our backs until we're 
set.” 

“How come I don't see other heroes around?” 
someone asked. 

“This is strictly a police action,” Warden Tyron 
said. “We start using private citizens in this fight 
and the UN will be on Paragon's back faster than 
Synapse can sneeze.” 

The whine of turbines filled the air. 

“Heads up,” someone shouted, “this is it.” 

Several dozen bullet-nosed Longbow Chasers 
rose skyward, propelled on turbofans; on their heels 
soared wings of Longbow Eagles with their gleam- 
ing jetpacks. 

“Debarkation in ten minutes!” Warden Tyron 
shouted. 

The calm sea of white and red uniforms broke 
into brisk action. Men and women returned to 
their units, checked their equipment and made 
final preparations for the assault. Longbow op- 
eratives yelled and jostled into position, Wardens 
barked orders and the hum of machines rose in 
pitch. Warden Tyron gave his squad a nod before 
moving through the crowd, 

“Listen,” Troy said to Michelle. “If I don’t come 
back. It was a privilege --” 

“Hey!” Michelle said. “None of that.” 

“Tr’s just --” Troy hesitated, his footing precari- 
ous at this moment. A dozen things he wanted to 
say, but nothing he could say. Too much was at 
stake — far more than anyone here realized. 

‘Thankfully, a cheer broke through the crowd, 
distracting Michelle. Fingers pointed skyward. The 


Freedom Phalanx jet had arrived with Statesman 
flying in the lead. 
“Time to play the hero,” Troy muttered. 


‘Twenty minutes ago, Statesman touched down 
alongside the heavy turbine whine of the Freedom 
Phalanx jet. Ihe men and women who emerged 
proved a who's who of Paragon City’s epic cham- 
pions. A cheer rose as Manticore, Synapse, Sister 
Psyche, Back Alley Brawler, Positron, Ravenstorm 
and Ms. Liberty each stepped off the jet. 

Fifteen minutes ago, Statesman finished his 
speech, sending a rush of excitement through the 


crowd, 

Fourteen minutes ago, the beautiful Azuria de- 
scended from the jet. Six other men and women 
from M.A.G.L. accompanied her. 

Thirteen minutes ago, Azuria and her sibling 
sorcerers began their rituals using Rularuu artifacts 
to open iris-like portals leading to the Rogue Isles. 


Michelle stood on the lip of the crater, spraying 
the advancing villains with hydro-kinetic rounds 
— less-than-lethal bullets with liquid cores. ‘The 
remaining agents took shelter in the crater itself. 

“Bingo on ammo!” someone shouted. 

‘Troy tossed a magazine to the operative before 
unloading his clip into a bipedal dog-like villain 
trying to advance on them. The dog lopped away, 
yelping. 

The ruins of Darwin's Landing suited the en- 
trenched Longbow forces perfectly, but their well- 
coordinated assault devolved into a free-for-all. The 
villains responded far quicker than anticipated, 
swarming the invaders with sheer numbers. Chas- 
ers and Eagles soared skyward to establish air domi- 
nance, but the ground forces clashed with villains 
of all makes. 

“These are the bottom-feeders!” Michelle yelled, 
oblivious to the hiss and whine of energy bolts 
and tracer rounds around her. “Where are the big- 
guns?” 

“Protecting Lord Recluse!” Troy responded. 


‘Ten minutes ago, the defense turrets along the 
Rogue Isles’ coastlines pointed out, each one purr- 
ing and moving as it tracked inbound objects. 
Longbow agents and crafts streamed through the 
portals, into Mercy Island...behind the automated 
defenses. 

Ten minutes ago Troy activated a transponder 
switch hidden in his bele. 

And ten minutes ago is exactly when all Hell 
broke loose. 


He watched as Warden Tyron brought a spin- 
ning roundhouse into the gut of an armored un- 
dead brandishing a broadsword. 

“Look out!” someone shouted. 

A truck-sized section of wall seemed to hang in 
the air a moment before arcing toward the crater. 
‘The agents scattered from their cover seconds be- 
fore the crushing mass slammed into their position; 
with a grunt, a tall, well-muscled woman in torn 
black tights picked up another section of wall. 

“Brute-class heavy!” Michelle cried. 

“Mine!” Tyron responded, flying straight for his 
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adversary. ‘They collided, both careening into the 
crumbling ruins. Walls collapsed and a grey clot of 
dust choked the air. 

‘The villains renewed their attack and swept 
in with a coordinated offensive. The mob of two 
dozen washed over the scattered and now isolated 
Longbow operatives. 

Troy couldn't see anyone else past the hammer- 
ing punishment directed at him. His gel-pack body 
armor protected him despite the rain of fists, bullet 
impacts and energy blows that buffeted him. 

“Enough,” Troy snarled, backhanding the zom- 
bie trying to bite his arm. He shouldered his way 
past opponents and headed, in his best estimation, 
away from the others. He dodged and wove, barely 
avoiding bolts of fire and frost that screamed past 
him. Suddenly, a frozen mass struck him square 
in the back, sending him tumbling forward. Troy 
tucked into a roll and sprang to his feet. 

Can't maintain this farce, he thought. 

Troy dropped his pistol, a poor weapon at best, 
but a necessary part of the charade. The advanc- 
ing villains smiled, believing they faced a coward. 
Instead, Troy reached into one of the invisible nil- 
pockets orbiting him, one of the pockets only he 
could see and touch, His hand shimmered, a fact 
everyone noticed just before the pulse rifle material- 
ized in his grip. 

Troy smiled before unleashing streams of crim- 
son blasts into the villains. A few backed away, 
frightened by the turn of the events. The more vet- 
eran among them avoided the shots and fired back 
with fire, ice and spore. 
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‘The blows struck Troy hard, sending him crash- 
ing into a pile of rubble. The rifle vanished as it fell 
from his grip; Troy could barely see through the 
haze of pain and soporifics. He waited for the kill- 
ing strike to fall. In its stead, a helmet-filtered voice 
roared: 

“Enough!” 

It took Troy a moment to focus on the caped 
villain hovering between him and the mob. The 
other miscreants hesitated, obviously confused by 
the arrival of the white uniformed Arachnos Arbi- 
ter. A squad of five Crab Spider soldiers, with their 
red-eyed helms and articulated spider-arms, pushed 
through the crowd. 

“T sent the signal twenty minutes ago,” Troy 
muttered, getting back to his feet. “What took you 
so long?” 

“Been busy, little brother,” the Arbiter replied. 
He turned to the crowd. “He's one of us. Now go 
on... there're other Longbow incursions to fight.” 

Most villains moved away, their disappointment 
obvious. A few others, stubborn or powerful, con- 
tinued watching. 

“Why'd you break cover?” 

“Because you got a problem,” Troy said, pulling 
back his mask. 

“We can handle the invasion.” 

“Wrong,” Troy said. “Citadel tapped into your 
mediport network. Your defeated “chosen” are be- 
ing sent to the Zig.” 


END PART I 


Solar Surfer: Part Two 
By Matthew Wallace (Plasma) 


The two minds became one, like two instru- 
ments, playing one song in harmony. They were sim- 
ply meant to be as one, and acting in concert with 
each other was as natural as breathing. 

Dylan and Supernova agreed instinctively on a 
name, a celebration of the whole person they had 
become. With certainty and eagerness, Solar Surfer 
climbed from the bed. He looked down at his arms 
and legs, restored to their full use. In fact, he felt 
strong; as strong as he had ever been, and growing 
stronger each moment, as if the energy from Super- 
nova had made his body more than human. As he 
thought this, that part of him which was Supernova 
flared with some pride, and he felt light headed, as 
if the energy were tangible and surging within him. 
He went to the dresser, and found his tuxedo inside, 
streaked with blood and plaster dust, with the but- 
tons torn off the shirt. He stripped off his hospital 


gown and pulled the tuxedo on, pausing to adjust 
the bow tie in the mirror. 

He laughed vivaciously. He delighted in the 
sound of his own laughter, He realized he had not 
done it in over four years, because even when he was 
laughing inside, he had not physically been able to 
do so. 


The Paragon Tattler June, 2006 


He strode with purpose out of his room. 

“What the...?” said a nurse as she turned and saw 
him, a look of shock on her face. 

“Thank you for your excellent care,” Solar Surfer 
said with an elaborate bow. “But I must be on my 
way!” And with a chuckle, he turned, took two 
short steps and then began to slide. Energy swelled 
up under his shoes, a self-created wave of light to 
“surf” down the hallway out of sight of the stunned 
nurse, 

As Solar Surfer emerged from the hospital doors, 
he took a deep breath and looked out at the city. The 
day had never looked so bright, the sky so blue. The 
air had never felt so fresh, the spring breeze so soft. 
Dazzling light exploded from his eyes as Solar Surfer 
pointed his arms up and, buoyed by the energy in- 
side him now, lifted into the sky on wings of will, 
wispy streaks of energy trailing out behind him. 


August 29th, 2002 


Dylan leaned his surfboard against the dock. The 
surf in Paragon City couldn't match Kirra Point, 
but it was respectable. It was a lot less crowded, 
too. Dylan wasn’ sure if it was the encroachment of 
gangs on the Talos Island pier, or just that the hustle 
and bustle of everyday life in Paragon Ciry left little 
time for surfing. But Dylan loved the beach still, and 
when he came to surf he felt most aligned with his 
human self. He could wistfully remember his care- 
free days, chasing his endless summer. The part of 
him that was Supernova was amused by such frivol- 
ity, as it was so forcign to his former nature. But Su- 
pernoya was Dylan’s equal in his passion for life and 
sensation, and they made a great pairing because of 
this. 

“Lookie what we have here, a pretty boy out surf 
ing,” came a hoarse and mocking voice. 

Dylan turned calmly. The newcomer was hefting 
a battleaxe in one hand, and two more thugs behind 
him carried imposing broadswords. They wore jeans 
and cutoff jackets, and one wore a bandanna tied 
around his forehead. They were clearly members of 
the Warriors, Paragon City’s gang of militaristic, elite 
fighters. They were a meritocracy, where merit was 
decided on the edge of blade. 

“Hey there, fellas,” Solar Surfer replied. “Come 
to put down your weapons and get a tan?” 

“You wish, Blondie. We're here to show you who 
owns the pier.” 

“What, do I look like a Tsoo spy or something?” 

“We don’t care who you are,” the man said, heft- 
ing his axe menacingly. “You want to be here, you get 
permission. You made a mistake thinking you could 
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play on our turf.” 

“No,” Solar Surfer replied gravely. “The people of 
Paragon are free to go where they will, and the mis- 
take today was yours.” 

A bubble of incandescent light flared out from 
the center of Solar Surfer's body, surrounding him. 
Energy blazed from his eyes like fire. 

“A cape, just out surfing? We gotta show this guy 
a lesson,” said one of the other thugs. 

“Yeah, we do. Come on, pretty boy, your glowy 
eyes don’t scare me!” said the leader, as he rushed for- 
ward brandishing his axe. 

Solar Surfer glared at him intensely, and cwin 
beams of light burst from his eyes, sending the axe- 
bearing thug spinning to the ground. The other two 
moved to surround him. Solar Surfer tensed for con- 
frontation as he drew his energy from within, then 
leaped towards the nearest one. A swing of the thug’s 
sword glanced off the shield of energy, clipped Solar 
Surfer's shoulder, but then Solar Surfer landed a co- 
lossal two-handed blow, light exploding from his fists 
as they struck. The thug flew through the air to land 
heavily on the sand, and lay still. 

Solar Surfer turned as the other sword came 
down, but he moved too slowly. The sword pierced 
the energy shield and sliced through his thin surf 
shirt, leaving a gruesome slash across his arm. He 
slammed his fist into the thug’s gut, and a burst of 
energy sent him flying. The thug landed on his back, 
and sat up in time to see a wave of energy ripple up 
Solar Surfer's body, closing the wound and even re- 
pairing his shirt. 

Lifting his hands skyward, energy crackled and 
swelled between them, then Solar Surfer heaved 
a scintillating sphere of light at the thug, who was 
struggling to rise. It smashed him squarely in the 
chest with palpable force, and he sprawled onto his 
back and lay still. 

Solar Surfer walked among the unconscious 
criminals, tagging each of them with an arrest bea- 
con and watching them fade away as the teleport 
system pulled them in. 

“That was quite a show,” came a familiar voice. 
He spun around. 

“Mikaela!” he exclaimed. Tears came unbidden to 
his eyes. 

She tilted her head to the side and regarded him. 
She still looked like an angel to him, with her beauti- 
ful curls spilling over her shoulders. 

“You got my letters?” he asked nervously. 

“Yes,” she said hesitantly. “But ... Five years, 
Dylan.” She glanced around. “At least now that 
you're famous, you're easy to find.” 

A tear was rolling down his cheek as he replied, “I 
know. I ... | wanted to call you. Or come see you, 


Continued page 8 
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Surfer 


Continued from page 5 
but I didn’t want to interfere.” 

She shook her head. “When I got your first letter 
months ago, I could hardly believe what you were 
telling me. Did you think I wasn't strong enough? Is 
it really true? Why did you tell me to leave?” 

“T just couldn't bear becoming a burden to you. 
You deserved better than having a cripple holding 
you back your whole life. I could barely figure out 
how I was going to get through each day. I didn't 
want you to have to go through that too.” 

“But that didn’t stop you from writing me. Did 
you think we could just pick up where we left off, 
five years later?” she asked, more amused than an- 


y. 

He looked sheepishly at the ground. “I didn't 
know you were with someone. Maybe if you'd re- 
plied to one of my letters ... I couldn't let you go 
when I wasn’t sure.” 

“Thad a good thing going. I put your letters away 
when they came. I had a life again. Without you.” 

Dylan remained stoic and silent, but his tears be- 
trayed his anguish. 

“I couldn't stop thinking about you, Dylan, 1 
tried, believe me I tried. You were my sunshine, but 
you sent me away...” 

“Baby, I'm so sorry. | thought at first my life was 
going to be miserable, after the accident. I didn’t 
want you to be miserable, too. And I don’t want to 
take you away from your life, I just had to know 
what happened to you.” 

“Then why did you tell me the truth now?” she 
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demanded. “Why confess now, after five years, that 
you loved me all along?” 

He replied solemnly, “A day hasn’t gone by in 
those five years when I didn’t think of you. I missed 
you. After you were gone there were always two 
things I could never get out of my head: the ocean, 
and you. How could I not hope to have you back? 
T'm sorry to cause problems, I won't write you again. 
I want you to have a good life, no matter what, I re- 
ally do.” 

Tears streamed down her face as she closed the 
distance to him. “You stubborn fool, you were never 
a problem, never a burden. You were the sweetest guy 
I ever met.” Then she slapped him across the face. 
He looked stunned, and she sheepishly added, “That 
was for lying to me, I wanted to stay with you. You 
may not have been able to do everything you once 
could, but you had your voice and your soul, and I 
love you. I tried to forget you, but every letter that 
came reminded me that I never really could.” 

He didn't say anything. What could he say? He 
wrapped his arms around her, the regret he carried 
inside melting like snow in spring, and his energy 
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